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They saw his crest appeal, All Rome sent foith a raptuious ciy, And even the lanks of Tuscany Could scarce foibear to cheer
But fiercely ran the current, Swollen high by months of ram, And fast his blood was flowing, And he was soie in pain And heavy was his aimour, And spent with changing blows , And oft they thought him sinking, But still again he rose
Never, I ween, did swimmer,
In such an evil case,
Struggle through such a raging flood
Safe to the landing-place
But his limbs were borne up biavely
By the brave heait within,
And our good father Tibet
Bare bravely up his chin
" Curse on him ! " quoth false Sextus,
"Will not the villain drown ?
But for this stay, eie close of day
We should have sacked the town f"
" Heaven help him !" quoth Lars Porsena,
" And bring him safe to shore,